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crazily fertile, lifting whole armies of Ragged Robin
towards the sky, showering the fine gold of butter-
cups, kingcups, dandelions, and some nameless flower
of a finer gold still and beautifully shaped, colouring
the very horizon with orchis and gentians, madly
scattering the wild pansies among the heartsease. It
is the enchanted lunacy of spring. I think I never
saw the commonest leaves of lime and chestnut so
green, so rich, so happily tangled with the sunlight.
There are little pictures by the thousand; a young
larch, with its delicate tracery, against a white wall;
a blossom-loaded branch of an apple tree reaching
out towards a wooden balcony. Enough, enough, for
I am sliding down towards the prose of the men who
write the little books for the tourist agencies. We
leave to-morrow by the 8.50, We have been happy
here. We are not the same people who came here, for
we carry away with us, secure in our humming skulls,
the racing river and its bridge and the people of the
feste, the hills of breathing pine and the snowy tops
behind, the mad meadows, and the great jay that was
so proud in the green and gold of the leaves. Yes, we
have taken the cure. I could go from this Bad to
verse. Little town, I greet you: Good morning, Good
day, Good night, Good Appetite, God Bless You, Auf
Wiedersehen.